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of her! " and recoil from her; but he was shocked, jarred,
by the suddenness and complete unexpectedness of what had
happened. He had never laid a hand upon a woman, and
that a woman should herself lay his hand upon her in that
way rocked him to the foundations. He had sometimes
wondered whether Lady Pinson loved him, but had dismissed
-the idea as incredible. He was certain that he did not love
her. He admired her, had a deep respect for her, and was,
too, materialistically aware of the advantages her friendship
could bring. One second of time had now swept all these
considerations off the board. It is not surprising if a happen-
ing so complete and unmistakable should have left him for
a moment without bearings.

The best in Theo rose to the surface in that moment. He
understood now that she loved him, and that being so, there
was nothing here, he felt, that he could not comprehend and
pardon. A great pity for Adela filled his heart. He blamed
himself for the blindness which had led him to make her
confession possible. The quality of the night, the emotion
of his own begun confession of love, this sudden tragic news
from Lewes : all had conspired to undo her, and he had done
nothing to help her.

For a long time he watched the frosted silk skeins of the
telegraph wires dipping between the fingers atop the posts;
then he stretched out his hand to where hers lay white and
forlorn on the rusty old leather seat. He pressed her hand
once, briefly, warmly, reassuringly, and said: " The best
thing will be, Adela, as soon as daylight comes, for me to go
to the livery stable and get them to send over a letter to
Cotter's Court. It should get there before anybody's up, and
I'll explain everything."

"Yes, that would be best/' she said faintly, feeling
deathly cold again, but thanking him in her heart.

They said nothing more about it. It didn't sound as
though these words were about it; but Adela knew that they
were, that they wiped up the whole matter.

Old Beckwith was dead all right; and Theo explained
to the Bishop of Chanctonbury that in the circumstances his
visit to Cotter's Court must end at once. He did not stay
even for the funeral, and with a great gladness of heart found
himself boarding the Manchester train at St. Pancras.